The   Romantic
Her physical wretchedness comforted her.
She wrote to Serge: "You are infinitely generous".
She would have felt happier caught in some
external condemnation. She couldn't bear to think
of Cuthbert.
"I wish I were dead," she said one day to Sarah.
She said it in the quiet voice of someone who
really was expressing a wish.
Sarah, who possessed that rare quality, spiritual
tact, did not ask her why.
"What good would you do by being dead? You
have nothing to leave except yourself."
Lisa smiled: "Not a penny".
"Well then, all you could leave would be a gap.
Does a generous woman want to leave a gap?"
Fate, thought Lisa, might have given me a child,
A child by Stanislas, a child by Cuthbert. And then
I tampered with fate.
Her child had ceased to go to a private school.
He had ceased to be bullied. She no longer needed
to buy his first bat, to be tactful when she saw him,
to give a tip to one of his friends.
He had left her imagination to inhabit her
body.
Everyone was solicitous. A discreet arm helped
her up the smallest step. Mrs. Rollit left her chaise-